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With her (whose company was now become more grateful to us by the want we had found of her) we winded round the grotto, and ascended at the back of it, put of the mournful dale in whose bottom it lay. On this eminence we halted, by her advice, to pant for breath, and lifting our eyes, which until then were fixed downwards, felt a sullen sort of satisfaction in observing through the shades what numbers had entered the island. This satisfaction, which appears to have ill-nature in it, was excusable, because it happened at a time when we were too much taken up with our own concern to have respect to that of others, and therefore we did not consider them as suffering, but ourselves as not suffering in the most forlorn estate. It had also the groundwork of humanity and compassion in it, though the mind was then too dark and too deeply engaged to perceive it; but as we proceeded onwards it began to discover itself, and from observing that others were unhappy, we came to question one another, when it was that we met, and what were the sad occasions that brought us together. Then we heard our stories, we compared them, we mutually gave and received pity, and so by degrees became tolerable company.
A considerable part of the troublesome road was thus deceived *, at length the openings among the trees grew larger, the air seemed thinner, it lay with less oppression upon us, and we could now and then discern tracks in it of a lighter greyness, like the breakings of day, short in duration, much enlivening, and called in that country Gleams of Amusement. Within a short while these gleams began to appear more frequent, and then brighter and of a longer continuance; the sighs, that hitherto filled the air with so much dolefulness, altered to the sound of common breezes, and in general the horrors of the island were abated.
When we had arrived at last at the ford by which we were to pass out, we met with those fashionable mourners who had been ferried over along with us,
i Wiled away.    Qf. Dryden (Virgil, Sclog. x),
This while I sung, my sorrows I deceived;